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amid waste rocks; he wished that he could be allowed to live in-
this peaceful village; and so feeling, he went into its crowded
church.

The psalm was just over, and the preacher had begun his ser-
mon. It was on the kindness of God in regard to Harvest; how
His goodness feeds and satisfies all things that live; how marvel-
lously He has, in the fruits of the Earth, provided support for
men; how the love of God incessantly displays itself in the bread
He sends us; and how the humble Christian may therefore, with
a thankful spirit, perpetually celebrate a Holy Supper. The con-
gregation were affected; the eyes of the hunter rested on the
pious priest, and observed, close by the pulpit, a young maiden,
who appeared beyond all others reverent and attentive. She was
slim and fair; her blue eye gleamed with the most piercing soft-
ness ; her face was as if transparent, and blooming in the ten-
derest colours. The stranger youth had never been as he now
was; so full of charity, so calm, so abandoned to the stillest,
most refreshing feelings. He bowed himself in tears, when the
clergyman pronounced his blessing; he felt these holy words
tin-ill through him like an unseen power ; and the vision of the
night drew back before them to the deepest distance, as a spectre
at the dawn. He issued from the church; stopped beneath a
large lime-tree ; and thanked God, in a heartfelt prayer, that He
had saved him, sinful and undeserving, from the nets of the
Wicked Spirit.

The people were engaged in holding harvest-home that day,
and every one was in a cheerful mood; the children, with their
gay dresses, were rejoicing in the prospect of the sweetmeats and
the dance; in the village square, a space encircled with young
trees, the youths were arranging the preparations for their harvest
sport; the players were seated, and essaying their instruments.
Christian went into the fields again, to collect his thoughts and
pursue his meditations; and on his returning to the village, all
had joined in mirth, and actual celebration of their festival. The
fair-haired Elizabeth was there, too, with her parents; and the
stranger mingled in the jocund throng. Elizabeth was dancing;
and Christian, in the mean time, had entered into conversation,
with her father, a farmer, and one of the richest people in the
village. The man seemed pleased with his youth and way of
speech; so, in a short time, both of them agreed that Christian
should remain with him as gardener. This office Christian could